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Author's Notes: 
Big thanks to Heather for the beta and the hand holding on this one. It would have been crap if it wasn't for 


you, Heather. Thanks a million. 


BIW, Heather suggested the summary should be "Jason beats some sense into James." That isn't really this 
story, but its a nice image to have in your head. 


Slamming the car door as hard as | can doesn't make me feel any better. | don't care if | _am_ supposed to be 


making up to that bastard. Jason fucking sucks. 


The sight of Lars' car in my driveway in no way improves my mood. My day keeps getting better and better. 
Fucking Jason. 


I've been making nice to the asshole all because Lars said he'd forgive me, and if I've learned anything, it's that 
Lars is right about a lot of things. So | keep going over there and loaning myself out as slave labor in hopes of 
bridging the gap between us. His fucking yard is in better shape than any yard of mine has ever been in 


| thought | was making progress when he invited me onto his deck, sat down, and began to talk to me as we 
drank our water. | should have known no good could come from talking. We got to talking about the past, 
dodging the really bad parts, and mostly sticking to the good parts when Jason brought up the recent Guns N' 


Roses reunion. 


We chatted about their chances of survival (low) and the chances of Axl not being an asshole (nonexistent). We 
started talking about when we toured with them. Its all good time/buddy-buddy/us-against- them and saying 


what assholes they were to us until Jason said, "Well, except Slash to Lars." 


The conversation could have been saved if it wasn't for the fact that a lot of the time I'm an idiot. We could 
have had a nice visit and made arrangements for him to come to my house next time since my fucking yard 


is wrecked. 

Instead, | opened my mouth and replied, "Sure. When he was fucking Lars, he was plenty nice." 

As soon as the words left my mouth, | knew | had made a mistake. We never ever talked about the whole Lars 
and Slash fucking thing. At my insistence. It wasn’t that Lars was with another guy that bugged me. It had 
been that Lars had been with someone in a trash band like Guns N' Roses. Now, with that stupid comment, | 


had opened the fucking door to dragging it all out in the open. 


Jason jumped up out of his chair, knocking over his water, and yelled at me. "You cock-sucking bastard! Lars is 


your best friend. How can you talk about what went down so fucking casually?" 

His over the top reaction was somewhat of a shock to me. There were a lot of issues Jason and | needed to 
talk about, but | figured this was one for Lars not him. Whatever button | had pushed, | wasn't ready to deal 
with it. It was time for a strategic retreat. 


"Look. | didn't mean nothing by it. Just shooting the shit" 


His face had that hard look when he's really pissed off and trying to not lash out. This was going badly. Double 
quick retreat. 


| put down the water and got to my feet. "I think | should leave. I'll see you later.” 


| got off the deck and made it around the end of the house before my arm was grabbed from behind. | should 


have known it wouldn't be that easy. 


"The fuck you say! | so fucking tired of avoiding the subject of Slash and Lars. You made Lars tear his heart 
out, and | had to watch him bleed" 


Now | had no clue what he was talking about. "What the fuck are you talking about? So what if | told Lars to 
stop seeing him after the fucking riot. The two of them were just fuck buddies. No big deal." 


| didn't think it was possible for Jason to get any more pissed off, but when his fist connected with my jaw, | 
found out I'd thought wrong. 


| may have had months of therapy to deal with my "anger" issues, but when some fucker punches me, I'm 
going to fucking punch back. | swung at him and before | knew it, the two of us were rolling around on the 


grass and trying to rub the other's face in the dirt. 


l'm not sure whether ¡Fs a good or a bad thing neither of us is in fighting shape anymore. On one hand, it 
means we're getting old. On the other, it means we had to collapse, exhausted and gingerly feeling injured body 


parts, before we did any real damage to each other. Or ourselves. 


Slowly, | sat up, and felt every inch of my age. My fucking back was going to kill me later. Out of the corner of 
my eye, | could see Jason holding his neck and knew he wasn't going to be feeling too great either. | got an old 


fashioned bad-boy thrill in that. 


He looked over at me and tried to hold onto his glare. He managed it for a whole minute before he started 


laughing at me. 

"Man, you got grass all in your beard." 

| swiped at the offending stuff and said, "Yeah? You got a ton if it in those curls of yours.” 

He reached up and mushed his hair around. The grass bits fell out and made both of us laugh. I'd forgotten 
this. How easy-going Jason really was. No matter how pissed off you made him after a while, he'd be laughing 


with you again. | was damn lucky he was my friend again. 


Eventually, we stopped laughing and sat together enjoying the silence. It was a nice moment, and | should have 


left it alone, but | had to know. 


"Weren't they _just_ fuck buddies?" Jason stared at me for a second, sighed, like he was tired of beating his 
head against the hard rock of my head. "No, James. They weren't 


He paused before saying, "You never asked him what Slash was to him. You assumed they were fuck buddies 
because you couldn't imagine them as anything else." He shook his head. "The worst part was he thought you 


knew, but didn't approve so you didn't talk about it. It hurt him a fucking lot when he realized you didn't even 


notice.” 


| wasn't sure what to say to that. | wanted to say ‘I'm sorry' but | knew that was the wrong thing. | sat there, 
my mind turning everything over and over in my head. | couldn't wrap my mind around the idea of Lars in love 
with _Slash_. It scared me that | had missed something so important in my best friend's life. | wondered what 

other things | had missed. 


Jason, to his credit, sat beside me and let me think. 


After a while, | got tired of turning things over and over in my mind, and my back, jaw, and a few other places 
were starting ache like a sonofabitch. When | got up, Jason got up with me. | tried to open my mouth to say 
something, but couldn't find anything that wasn't stupid to say. 


Jason shook his head again and started walking toward the driveway. | followed and went directly to my truck. | 


tried again, but he waved at me and walked in his front door. 


So | got in my truck and started the ride home. As | crawled through the traffic | wondered what other bits 
of my friend's life had | missed with my head in a bottle? | kept reviewing the past in my head, thinking of 
things | had said and done over ten years ago. | could remember Slash hanging with Lars in our dressing and 
hotel rooms. | could also remember that most of my conversations with Slash consisted of "fuck off" or "who 
gives a shit what you think" In any case, | was starting to get pissed off at myself for not noticing, Lars for 
not telling me, and Jason for telling me. 


So by the time | got home, | was ready to tear someone's head off. Unfortunately, the car parked in the 
driveway tells me the only someone around is Lars. With Jason's little bomb shell still exploding in my brain, | 
don't think my conscience, which | hear clearly now that | stopped drinking, is going to let me get away with 
killing him. 


Since | can't beat up on Lars, | turn all my anger toward Jason. | know it should be directed at me, but I've had 
a fucking long day. My therapist would be pissed at me not dealing with all this shit, but | need to make it in 


the door and into a shower without killing someone, and Jason isn't here. 


| open the front door then slam it behind me to let Lars know not to fuck with me. All that does is bring him 
out into the hall before | can set foot on the first stair. 


He looks me over and then starts laughing. | check myself out and realized that I'm covered in grass, leaves, 
and dirt. Probably should have taken more time to clean up before | left Jason's. 


I'm about to give him a sneer and head up to the shower when | hear footsteps coming from the room Lars 
had been in. Fucking shit. If _he's_ here, it puts the icing on my crap-filled cake of a day. My luck is shitty 
because Chris Kirkpatrick walks out of the room, takes a look at his "boyfriend" doubled over in laughter, and 


then looks at me. 


"Whoal What happened to you? Decided to mow Jason's lawn by eating it?" 


It's on the tip of my tongue to tell him to fuck off when a few of things | remembered on the car ride home 
pop back to the front of my brain 


| swallow down my first answer and instead say, "Nah, got into with Jason" | even manage to sound sort of 


nice when | say it. 


Lars stops laughing and | can't tell if it was from me being nice to Chris or that fact that Jason and | got into 
it. 


"You and Jason had a fight?" 


"No, | love rolling around in his backyard for shits and giggles. Of course, we had a fight" l'm glaring at Lars, 
but at least this time it's because he's saying something stupid and not because of something that happened 


years ago. 


"Seriously? What did you do to piss Jason off?" Lars asked. "Must have been something fucking good since 
fighting really isnt Jason's thing." 


Now would be a good time to get into the whole thing. To talk about the past, get it out into the open, and 
move forward with a fresh start between us. This is what months of therapy have been leading up to. All 
those hours of talking and learning not to be afraid of my emotions. Learning not only to accept them, but to 
share them with those that mattered instead of shoving them all down with booze. 


Instead, | open my mouth and say, "Nothing much. He didn't like the way | raked his lawn, and | told him that if 
he could find another kick-ass lead singer who would show up and rake his lawn he was glad to invite him over 


to do it instead. He asked me if | had Vince Neil's number. After that, it got ugly. A man's got to defend his 


honor." 


It may be cowardly, but for now for right now, it feels better to make Lars laugh than to dredge up years' 
old pain. | need time think about this new information before I'm up to hashing it out with Lars. 


Between laughs, Lars gets out, "Fuck, James. You haven't had any honor since that time with those twins.” 


Hell, the memory of that memorable night even makes me laugh. Seeing Lars leaning against Chris, happy and 
laughing, makes some of the new pain ease up a bit. He hasn't been like this in years. | know that me being 
sober and the band not going to shit is part of it, but | have to admit that a large part of it is Chris. So if it's 
Chris that makes him happy, then I'll do whatever it takes to keep him like that. | owe him that much. 


Lars winds down and says, "Seriously, man. You and Jase okay?" 


| surprise myself by actually telling the truth this time. 


"Maybe. | found out a few things | didn't know and got pissed off Jason for being the one to tell me them. You 
know, killing the messenger and all that." 


"Yeah?" 

"Yeah." 

"Want to talk about it?" 

Right after Lars says that, | see Chris easing out of the hallway and toward the kitchen. Watching him do it 
made me aware of all the other times Chris has stepped back when things got too personal. Whether it was 


band business or personal crap, he always removed himself and saved us from making asses of ourselves in 


front of an audience. | have respect the guy for being smart enough to leave without being told 
"Not right now. Need to think about it for a while" 

"You, think? Won't that make your head hurt?" 

"Fuck off" | reply. | can see Chris hovering, not quiet sure now whether to stay or go. 


| ask him, "You can barbeque, right?" Chris looks at me with a "duh" expression on his face. "What kind of man 


doesn't know how?" 
We smirk at each other then and answer together, "Lars!" 
"Fuck of fl" 


| ignore Lars and ask, "Think you can get my grill going while | shower and change? | don't trust Lars to get 
near it after he almost burned the house down" 


"| thought you were supposed to use the whole can of lighter fluid. It was a small motherfucking can" 
Chris quirks an eyebrow. 


"| tell you about it when | get back down" | turn back toward the stairs and start up. Halfway up, | look down 
at Lars, but direct my comment to Chris. "Then I'll tell you all about Lars, Kirk and the human prairie dog." 


| hear Lars sputtering as | start my climb up the stairs. If nothing else good comes out of this relationship, | 


do get someone new to tell all my Lars stories. 


Sometimes, that's all you can ask for. 


